And colde the people euerp one 


A letter to Name, to declare to p Pope, 


John Felton his freend is hangd in a rope: 
And farther, a right his grace to enfozme, 
He dyed a Papiſt, and ſeemd not to turne. 
To the tune of Row well pe Pariners, 


Ho keepes Saint _—_ 
Where lieth our holp father ſap? 
A mu3e that no man waytes, 
Noꝛ comes to meete me on the wap. 
Str Pope J tap? yk you be nere. 
Bow downe to me pour liſtuing eare: 
Come fo2th, beſturre pou then a pace, : 
Fo haue newes to ſhow pour grace, 


arne come on. 


Co doe his ſfnful ſoule ſome good, 
Let that be doen right ſoone 
Becauſe that he hath (bed his blood, 
Pts quarters ſtand not all together 

But xe mai Hap to ring them thether 
In place where pou wold haue them be 

Then might you doe as pleaſeth pe. 

Foz whye: they hang, 


el gates: 9 C Ryng all the belles in Rome 


Chat J from hence were ſhoztly gon: . Linſbzyned each one vpon a ſang: 
4 well, heare mee, Thus ſtandes, the caſe, 
what tidings J haue bzought to thee . On London gates the haue a place. | 
¶ his head bpon a pole 5 


23 The Bull ſolafcly ſent 
| Co England by pour holy grace, 
John Feiton may repent 
Fioꝛ ſettyng vp the ſame in place: 
Fo he vpon a goodly zeale 
He bare vnto pour common weale 
Path ventured lyte to pleaſure pou, 
And now is __ d. A tell you true. 
Wherkoze. ſir Pope. 
In England haue pou loſt pour hope. 
Curſe on, ſpare not, a 
Bout nights are Ii he to go to pot. 


( But kurther to declare. 

pe dred pour obedient chylde: 
And neuer ſeemd to ſpare, 

Foz to exalt pour doctrtne wylde: 


Stands wauerig in p wherlig wynd, {7 
But where ſhoulde be his ſoule 
Co pou belongeth foz to fynd : 
J wy you Purgatozte looke 
Ind ſearch each cozner w pour hooke, 
Leſt it might chance oꝛ you be ware 
The Deupls to catce him in a ſnare. 
P f pe, him ſee, 
From Purgatoꝛie ſet him free: 
Let not, trudge than. 
Fetch Felton out and pt pe can. 


2 CA wyth pou now ſir Pope 
Co loke vnto pour faithful freendes, 
That in your Bulles haue hope 
To haue pour pardon foz thetr ſinnes, 
Foz here J tell you, euerp Lad 
Doth ſcoſt᷑ a ſcozne pour bulles to bad, 
And thintze they wall the better fare 
Foz hatyng of pour curſed ware. 


7 
Af 


He dred pour obedient ſonne 
And as he might, he did ſet fozth, 
-_  Pourdignitie thats nothyng worth. 


— traſb, pour topes. Now doe, Jend, 
De toke to be his onely iopes: A came co (how pou as a frend: 
Therfoze, hath wonne. Mbether bleſle, oꝛ curſe, 
Of you the crowne of martirdome. Pou ſend to me, Jam not the wozle, 
: Let him be (<zyned then C FINIS. Steuen Peele. 
TI CLethim g to his merits due, 2 
Is vou haue others doen Kaminen bo Tlexander Lacie foz 


Chat pꝛoue vnto their Pꝛince vntrue: 
Foꝛ theie (fir Pope) vou loue of lpke. 

' Chat id thetr Princes fall at rpte: 
dyng of your ſupzeame powze, 
Het ſem haue paid ful deare thertoꝛe. 
2s now, lately, 
- Pour freend John Felton ſeemdkotry « 
Therko:e, 2 pꝛap. 
Chat ou a male * _ well lar. So 770 el: 1210 115 feen 


5 4 Has —— 


Henrie ky2kyam, dwellyng at the ſigne of the 
blacke Bop: at the middle Nozth doze 
ot Paulis cyurch, 


Phet. of 103 


